A           BRUSH          WITH           REFUGEES

Samaritan dumped her on to the road again and
passed on. The tide swallowed her up, and the Major
was not sorry when he could no longer hear her screams.

" Get down and give that fellow a hand or he'll
stick there till the war's over," he said to his driver.

The driver jumped from the truck and proceeded
to the assistance of the old fanner. Together they
managed to start the wagon laden with the bedridden
woman in motion again. Then the Battery moved
slowly forward, forcing its way yard by yard through
the confused mass of refugees, many of whom showed
the strongest disinclination to yielding up the slightest
share of the road to the troops. After a while, the
Major, exasperated by this sullen reluctance to give
the Battery passage, said:

" Drive straight at 'em. If they won't get out of
the way, that's their look out."

But although this drastic measure bore some success
with the pedestrians, it prevailed little against the
lorries, carts, and wagons that incessantly endeavoured
to pass one another, even if it meant monopolising
the entire width of the road. As time went on the
hold-ups became more and more frequent. Not the
faintest semblance of traffic order, to say nothing of
control, existed. Drivers drove their vehicles to-right
and left as they could, and as they would. The
slightest gap was seized upon as a chance to pass
some vehicle in front. To the Major, in a hurry, the
chaos was maddening. Pedestrians followed in the
wake of the slow-moving vehicles in huge droves.
Cyclists, many of them Belgian, gendarmes who had
decided it was high time for them to relinquish their
functions, threaded their way in and out of the throng,
weaving crazy patterns from one side of the road to
the other. Here and there little human eddies swirled
round some overladen cart that had broken down

139                             i